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A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well, 
And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 
With thankes my Coutnrimcn.my louing friends, 
As were our England in rcucrfion his, 
And he our iubiedts next degree in hope. 

Cr. Weight is gone.& with him go thefe thoughts : 
Now for thcPvebels, which ftandout in Ireland, 
Expedient manage muft be made my Liege 
Ere further leyfure. y?c!d them fun her meancs 
For their aduantagr, nr.H your HighnclTe lofle. 

Ric. We will our felFe in pcrfon to this warre, 
And fcr our Coffers, with too great a Court, 
And libcrall Largefie, ;;rc grow *nc fomewhat light, 
We arc infore'd to farme our royall Realmc, 
The Reucnnew whereof fl) all furnifli vs 
For our affayres in hand : if that come fhorc 
Our Subftitutes at home fhall haue Blanke-rharters : 
Whereto, when they fhall know what men arc rich, 
They {hall fubferibe them for large fummes of Gold, 
And lend them after, to fupply our wants: 
For we will make for Ireland prcfcntly. 

Enter Buf!?j. 

what newes ? 

4 £u. Old lohnofG^t is vcrie ficke my Lord, 
Sodainly taken, and ha£n lent pofthaftls 
To entreat your Maicfty to vifit him. 

*Pk. Wheic lyes he? 

Bu. AtElyhoufc. 

Ric. Now put it (heaucn) in his Phyfit'ians minde, 
To helpehim to his graue immediately : 
The lining of his coffers (hall make Coates 
To decke our fouldiers for thefe lufli warres. 
Come. Gentlemen, let > all go vifit him : 
Pray heauen we may make haft, and come too hte. Exit . 


<iABusSecundus. ScenaTrima. 


The life atid death offB^chard thefecond. 

Where doth the world thruft forth a 


Enter Gaunt, ficfa with Torkc* 

Gau> Will the King come, that I may breath my laft 
In wholfome counfell to his vnflaid youth ? 

Tor. Vex not your felfe, nor ftnue not with your bretli, 
For all in vainc comes counfell to his eare. 

Gdu. Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like dcepe harmony ; 
Where words arc fcarfe, they arc feidome fpent in vainc, 
j For they breath truth, that breath rheir words in paine.< 
He OSit no more muft fay, is liften'd more, 
Then they whom youth and eafe haue taught to glofc, 
More are mens ends mark*, then their liues before, 
The fcttingSun,and Mnficke is the clofc 
As the laft taftc of fvvectes, is fweeteft laft, 
Writ in remembrance, more then things long paft ; 
Though Richard my liues counfell would not hearc, 
My dcadis fad tale, may yet vndeafe his eare. 

Tor. No, it is ftopt with other flatt'ring founds 
Aspraifcs of his ftatc : then there are found 
Lalciuious Meeters, to whofc venom found 
The open care of youth doth alwayes liften. 
Report" of fafliions in proud Italy, 
Whofe manners (till our tardic apifh Nation 
Liropes after in bafe imitation. 


So it be new, there's no refpec~r how vile 
That is nor quickly buz'd into his earcs ? 
That all too late comes counfell to be heard 
Where will doth mutiny with wits regard: ' 
Direct not him, whofc way himfclfc will cho f 
Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wilt th° e ? 

Gaunt* Me think.es I am a Prophet new inf° U ' e 
And thus expiring, do foretell of him, ^ 
His rafh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft^ 
For violent fires foone burne out themfelues 
Small ftiowrcs laft long, but fodainc ftormcs ar (I 
He tyres betimes, that fpurs too faft betimes- rt| 
With eager feeding, food doth choake the feed 
Light vanity, infatiate cormorant, Cr ' 

Confuming meancs fooneprcyes vpon it fcjk 
This royall ThroneofKings, this fceptred life 
This earth of Maiefty,this featcofMars ■ ' 
This other Eden, demy paradife, 
This Fortreffe built by Nature for her felfe 
Againft infection, and the hand of wane - ' 
Thi s happy breed of men, this little world 
This precious ftone, fet in the filuer fca, 
Which ferucs it in the office of a wall, 
Or as a Moate defeniiue to a houfe, 
Againft the enuy ofleffe happier Lands, 
This bleffed plot, this earth , this Realme^bis En<>! 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall limp* 
Fear'd by their breed, and famous for their birth ' 
Renowned for their deeds, as fane from home ' 
For Chriftian feruice, and true Chiualric, 
As is the fepulcher in.ftubborne Jury 
Of the Worlds ranfome, bleffed CMartes Sonne. 
This Land of fuch dcere foules, this deere-deere Land 
Dccrc for her reputation through the world 
Is now Leas'd cut (I dye pronouncing it ) 
Like to a Tenement or pelting Farme. 
England bound in with the triumphant fca, 
Whofe rocky fhore beates backe the enuious fiedoe 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with fhame 
With Inky blottcs, and rotten Parchment bonds! 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a fhaincfull conouert of it felfe. 
Ah! would the fcandall yaniui with my life, 
How happy tben were my enfuing death ? 

Enter King) Queene burner le fBufhy,Qrevie ) 
Bagot, Ros y andwillottghby. 

Tor. The King is come, deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Colts, being rag'd,do rage themore. 
How fares our noble Vncle Lancafter?- 

Ri. What comfort man? How ift with aged Gaunt} 

Got. Oh how that name befits my competition : 
Old G*unt indeed, and gaunt in being old : 
Within me grecfe hath kept a tedious faft, 
And who abftayncsfrommeate, that is nor gaunt? 
For fleeping England long time haue I watcht, 
Watching breeds leannefle, leannefle is all gaunt. 
The pleafure that fome Fathers feede vpon, 
Ts my ftricSt faft, I mcane my Childrens lookes, 
And therein falling, haft thou made me gaunt: 
Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a grauc, 
Whofe hollow wombe inherits naught but bones, 

Ric. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names. 

Cjau, No, niifery makes fport to mockc it felfe : 
Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in rnec, 
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The life and death of Rjclwd the fecond. 

* Rich. WHatfaycshe? 


— - ' ^^?«eat King) to flatter thee. 

I^Sddyng^nflattcrthofetbacliue? 
** Sfio Lnliuingflattertbofcthatdye. 


Hi 


t am in health. I breath, i fee thee ill. 
{slow he that made me, knowcs l fee thee ill ; 


C0 ' 0€iofee, and in thee, feeing ill, 

Thy ' 


«B» ^.fbed is'no lcfler then the Land, 


art. 


Tby 3 n rhou lyeft in reputation ficke, 

An vft thv'anointcd body to the cure 
C ?' !fe Phyfitians, that firft wounded thcej 

0 u f nd flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 
S Joinpaffe is no bigger then thy head, 
r^XcagedinlofmallaVerge 

S vXisnowhitlefierthently 

A Md thv Grandhre with a Prophets eye, 

0b how his fonnes foHnc,(houl<Mcftroy his fonnes, 

5 CCnC r ,-rh thv reach he would haue laid thy fhamc, 
Prom toun my iV - rr ,\ 

fn^ r hee before thou wert pofietf:, 
SSt poffeft now to depofe thy felfe. 
Why (Cofinc) were thou Regent of the world, 

Rut for thy world enioying but thi* Land 
S it not more then fliamc, to ftiamc it fo ? 

1 andlord of England art thou, and not king: 
Thv (toe of Law, is bu odCauc to the law, 

A i^And thou, a lunaticke leane-wittcd foole, 

prefuming on an Agues priuilcdgc, 

Dar'ft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our chceke, chafing the Royall blood 

With fury, from hisnatiue refidence ? 

Cow by my Seares right Royall Maiefiie, 

vVer't thou not Brother to great Edwards fonnc, 

This tongue that runs fo roundly in thy head, 

Should run thy head from thy vnrcucrent {holders. 

Gatt. Oh fpare me not, my brothers Edwards fonnc, 
For that I was his Father Edwards fonnc : 
Thst blood already (like the Pelhcao) 
Thouhaft wpt 6ut,ard driinkenly cardwVd. 
My brother Gloucefter, plaine well meaning foulc 
(Whom fairebeftll in heauen 'mongft happy foules) 
May bca prefidcnt,and witneflc good. 
That thou refpcfk'il not fpillinc Edwards blood : 
Ioync with the prefent ficknefle that I haue, 
And thy vnkindneffe be like crooked a ge, 
To crop at once a too-long w rher'd flowre. 
Liuein thy Chame,but dye not fliame with thee, 
Thefe words hecreaftcr, thy tormentors bee. 
Conuey me to my bed, then to my graue , 
Louc they to liuc, that loue and honoi haue. Exit 

Rich. And let them dye, that age and fullens haue, 
For both haft thou, and both become the graue. 

Tor. Idobefeechyour Maieflie impute his words 
To wayward ficklinelTe* and age in him : 
Helouesyou on cry life, and holds you deere 
As Harry Duke or Uerf&rd % were he hecre. 

Rich. Right, you fay true : as Herfords louc, fo his; 
As theirs, fo mine : and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Nor. My Liege, oXAzGamt commends him to your 


Maieft 


:ie* 


Ner. Nay nothing, all is faid : 
His tongue is now a ftringlcffe inftrument, 
Words, life, and all, old Lancafter hath fpent. 

7Vr. Be Yorkc the ncxr, that muft be bankrupt fo, 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

Rich. The ripeft fruit firft fals, and fo doth he, 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 
So much for that. Now for our lrifh warres, 
We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which liue like venom, where no venom elfe 
But oncly they, haue priuiledge to liue. 
And for thele great affayres do askc fome charge, 
Towards our afsiftance, we do feize to vs 
The plate, coine, reuennewes, and moueables, 
Whereof our Vncle Gaunt did ftand poficft. 

Tor. How long fliall I be patient? Oh how long 
Shall tender dutie make me fuffer wrong ? 
Not Ghufters death, nor Herfords banifhment, 
Nor Gauntes rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs, 
Nor the preucntion ofpoore huilingbrooke^ 
About his marriage, nor my ownc difgracc 
Haue eucr made mc fowre my patient checke, 
Or bend one wrintkle on my ^oueraignes face : 
I am the Lift of noble Edwards fonnes, 
Of whom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft, 
In warre was ncucr Lyon rag'd more fierce : 
In peace, was neuer gentle Lambemore milde, 
Then was that yong and Prince!) Gentleman, 
His kec thou haft, for euen fo look'd he 
Accomphfli'd with the number of thy howcrs : 
But when he frown'd, it t.-vas againft th« French, 
And not againft hi? tnends: his noble hand 
Did win what he did fpend : and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won: 
His hands were guilty of no kindieds blood, 
But bloody with the enemies of his kinne: 
Oh Richard i Tork^ t$ too far re gone with greefe, 
Or eUe he neuer would compare betweenc. 

Rich. Why Vncle, 
What's the matter? 

Tor. Oh my L lege, pardon me if you pleafe/if not 
I pleas'd not to be pardon'd, am content with all : 
Seekeyou to feize, and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of banifh'd Herford * 
Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Herfotd liue ? 
Was not Gaunt iuft? and is nor Barry true ? 
Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre ? 
Is not his hcyi e a well-deferuing fonne ? 
7 ake Herfords rights away, and take from time 
His Charters, and his cuftomarie rights: 
Let not to morrow then infue to day, 
Be net thy felfe. For how art thou a King 
But by fairc fcquence and fuccefsion ? 
Now afore God, God forbid 1 fay true, 
If you do wrongfully feize Herfords right, 
Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Atrurneyes general!, to fue 
His Liuerie, an d denie his offered homage, 
You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head, 
You loofe a thoufand welUdifpofed hearts, 
And pneke my tender patience to thefe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke. 

Ric. Thinke what you will : we feifc into our hands, 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 
T?r. He not be by the while : My Liege farewell, 
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